
i SCIENCE AND INDUSTRY.thers have described the beautiItJhowjfttt-geJt- a,4heeeidty,lQ& thatLialend for-- aj

phantly, what have you to say for Aw aw-rr- r .m1 ininnrtMl from tM
Isle nt BouTupn, and t ttaw fond pflaf--y

irnrhiUn d nM h TtT. TJlxrA iff fiat'- -

the property, ol rapidly teviving plant
which had shown pronouneedmp-- ' i

toms of decay through disease. ? --tj .:

Tri exrjerimentof running l&cpmo 5
tive without brakes has just been suc
cessfully tried by the' Delaware; Lcxa--
wanna a western iwituwi vvmujt
k M nHMM h wtiih nAVAr rm ad
plied B&i&ibwbUmjtMJH&t-- T

,DB. Oscar Jekkikos, a pnysician oi
standing In Paris, write to the London

disease heliar-constafltl-
y used . music.

wnicn cairns ana sooines mo uiuu, u
is too precious an agent to be efriectd a
Concerts form-- a oarf of the regular
treatment In many asylums.' ' It wiA be
remembered mat oaui ionna nuw-- v

tioa in music ..1 (

D Ckct. nf Si PAtarmhnrcr. anireestA
to inventors the desirability, of securing
some apparatus waicajnu couect me
fine volatile oil of the coffee bean one-ha- lf

of which is lost by the present mode . .

of roasting. , The beans contain 8 to 13 '
per cent, of this ou, w&icn nas an we
flavor of coffee, and which wonld, if
saved, form an excellent material for ' -

liquors. In 1878 the quantity of coffee '

roasted is estimated at about
tons. ' ' ' " i1 i

Mica has been applied to a new use.
that of fashioning it into middle soles to
boots and shoes. The Invention con-
sists of a sheet of mica imbedded In thin
coatings of cement, and placed in the ,
boot or snoe under ana adjacent to tne ;

in-sol- e, the upper leather of the shoe
lapping over its edges, or next under the .

illing. or between the filling and the
outer or bottom soley and covering the
upper space from the toe to the instep. :

To obviate the dangers and troubles
caused by high steps to passenger,
coaches, Miss Skerritt, a young lady of"
Albany, N. Y., has invented and pat-
ented a folding step which when low-
ered comes within a foot of the ground.
When the train is ready 'to start tne ,

stops are turned out of the way br means .

of a lever, which alway $ holds them se-

cure, This renders them free from Ice
and cinders, and In descending front1'
them one is in no danger of slipping.!
Another important feature is that when,,
folded these' steps prevent, passengers.

H
from jumping off or on the cars.,, The
Delaware & Hudson uauroaa company
is testing the invention.' " . '

PITH ISlr POINT. -- ;.

Shipwrecked, sailors never , need .

starve while there is a bight of rope
left. Lowell Citizen. ,

Tux world is filling hp with educated
fools mankind read too much and learn
too little. Josh Billingt. -- ( r v

"What is fame?" asks the PhiladeW '

American. Fame is toe- - renut ofEhla civil to newspaper men. Boston ,

Post.
Arkansas women love to whistle.

Boston Post. And what is more lovely --

than tulips well blown t Philadelphia
Bulletin. ' -- . -- !;,,

No-matt-er about the strike of the ice--, i
cutters up the Hudson. The ice crop Is ,

large and well set, and the harvest will.,
be Immense, unless an untimely frost '
should nip the blossoms. Andrews
Queen. " - ! ... , -- il?

What becomes-o- f all the old war -

horses " after the campaign Is over and
the President is elected? ' Do they go
back to the plough P AtodT eoho answer

neigh ; they go to the trough.' Bur
lington Hawkeye.' -

Tn young men of this I are Ing fa
appearance, and areunedfor garjng;
they are of fashion, . and do not
need v a lamp-po- st to keep them-selv- es

perpendicular. Nyack' City and'
Country. ", ,'

" Management of the world's fair"'
is troubling New York Just now. lit 1st

problem that Adam .struggiea witAi
when there was only one world's fair, .

J -- L t. 1. 1 kait t him' "KT--
.
.
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Haven Register. fJtui "ftT
Glimpse of a future event: An Im

mense ship carrying the Washington
Monument from the united states, then
an ancient and abandoned country, to '
the grand republio of Africa, to be eel
up in the big square la ua v;ity ox xim.
buctoo. But we may euchre the Van
dais after all ' by not comploUnf the
monument.' Ua! ha! We shall prow
too much for posterity. We are a won-
derful people. N. T. Ctrnphto.'' ' '

The Textile Record has an engraving
of an "improved it
Is generally understood that all mnlea- -

are self-actin- g, and it is wita pleasure.
that we note any improvement iahe.
animal. The Improvement seems o do.
away with the familiar appearanoe ol
the mule; in fact, the picture makes il.
look more like a spinning machine than--a

mule. Still it k to be presumed . that
the kicks are softened : like the r gentle
fanning of an autumn Mptiyr. Detroit
Free Press. - " - -- m v

Lett Letters.

Letters are sometimes lost and found
in aa odd way. A letter containing
money and directed to a New..York
man, was, with others, given to the car
rier to deliver, Soon after, the man to
whom the letter was addressed com
plained that it had not been delivered.
An Investigation was made, bnt without
any satisfactory result. The next year.
during the season of "spring cleaning,
the mystery was Borrea. The ouoiotn
In the hallway was taken up, and on the
floor, close to the front door, was found
the letter which bad so long been --miss
ing. The place had been closed when
visited by .the earner, and In thrusting
the letter under the door he had pushed
it beneath the floor covering. Some-year- s

ago, a young man was discharged
from - a Connecticut post-offi- ce on ius-pick-m

of dishonesty.. The suspicion,
arose from the unaccountable disappear-ane- e

of some money letters from the box
rented by an insurance company- - When
the cool weather ot autumn caused the
president of this company again to wear
the light overcoat which he. had laid
aside at the end of spring, he found
these letters in ooe of the pockets. Then
he- - remembered that he sons have
taken them from the office one Sunday
morning, on his way to church, after-
ward forgetting them, and putting away
his overcoat for the season. Thus aa
innocent young mad had suffered from
the criminal carelessness of another -

ful island to need anV wdroTSrtafn-!- "
echo it praises T and there am fe rrho
have not eea tb fairy-likeis- je for, them
selves ; Dot i must say, a we nrst De-he- ld

U o that . bright autumn day. .with
the sun glinting upon its pretty houses,"
and lighting up the green of its verdure,
while the sky and clonds were reflected
on the water, lending it their violet and
azure shades, blended and softened, and
the white sails of the yachts skimmed
butterfly-lik- e upon its surface, I thought
I had never seen anything mora softly
lovely. ' One felt as though it were a
sort of dreamland, from which it would
be terrible to awake to Ufa's , stem reali-
ties ; and I think Ida felt it so, too, for
she was silent, and her ey&i had a far-of-f

look in them; as if she were- - seeing vis
ions which were hidrfrom others. xes;
certainly that holiday of mine was one
of the happiest periods of my life I , I
shall never, never forget it. I do not
know how it came about; bnt somehow
I found I had told Ida of my love. It
most have been owing to the ' beauty of
the scene surelv, and her 'own loveli
ness ; for though I had loved her from
that first night when her dear lips bad
met mine, I never intended to have let
her know my secret, fearing .so greatly
to lose all while grasping at more. But
1 had done it in a moment of unrestratn-abl-e

feeling and agitation, and how glad
I am I did! for, poor match as I am for
her, my Ida gave me all her dear love
when I asked for it; and, indeed, she
acknowledged, with a sweet warm blush,
that it had Deen mine before I asked it
at all. , .

1

What Ida wished every one wished :
so Mr. and Mrs. Bayley were kind and
good to me. But of course they felt
they must not let me have her without a
little tantalization ; so we were to wait
till Christmas "before we were to be
considered actually engaged, as our
acquaintance had been so short a
one. It only ' made me love her
the more to have my happiness re-tard- ed

; and ' I looked forward to
that Christmas-da- y as I have never done
before, and never shall do again.

Jt came at last, and my darling was
ready to fly into the arms that were
eagerly stretched to clasp her. And be-
fore i had half made up my mind to
release her the door suddenly opened,
and, looking quickly round, I was never
so astonished in my life ; for I saw my
shadow no, not shadow, for that is life-
less, but what appeared to be my very
self waiting scro-t- s the room. ' Ida
stood by with a smile to watch the meet-
ing, and we two men gazed steadily at
one another, and then burst into un-
controllable fits of laughter. T s . .

"It t' absurd!" we both remarked,
in a breath. r

And so it was, for even our voices
were similar.

Edward Bayley and I became great
friends; and many a trick have we
played successfully in consequence of
our strange likeness to each other a
fact I have never ceased to be thankful
for, for did it not gain me my wife?

Ida says she does not think we are so
much alike as we were; but having
been some years married she, doubtless,
knows my face as others do not, and
has found out in it beauties for herself
which are invisible to other eyes, and
which none but hers would have dis-
covered. Tinsley's Magazine. ,

A Mother's Sad Meeting TTIth Her
Four Sons.

Owe of the saddest scenes rrerwlt-nesse- d
? in the Missouri Penitentiary

transpired to-da- y. A mother met four
of her sons wearing the striped suits as
convicts within its. walls. Their names
and crimes, as recorded on the Peniten-
tiary rolls, are : James Green wade, aged
30 years; ten years for robbery; re-
ceived November 30 last. Luther Green- -
wade, aged 26 ; seven years for robbery
and larceny. Breckinridge Greenwade,
aged 25 ; seven years for robbery and
larceny. ' Henry Greenwade, aged 20 ;
ten years for robbery and larceny ; re-
ceived day before yesterday ; all from
Bates County.

The father and mother of these men
live in - Jefferson, near Mount Sterling,
Ky. ; 'keep a hotel there, and are
tolerably well to do in life. Four or
five year3 ago the elder brother came to
Missouri and bought a farm near Botler,
in Bales County. The younger brothers
followed soon after, and the four lived
together on the place, the oldest being
married. Neighbors looked upon them
as people of means, and respectable.
For two or three years all sorts of devil
ment was perpetrated , in and ) about
Butler. . Persons . were waylaid and
robbed by disguised men,' mails were
rifled,., burglaries committed , and hogs
stolen. At length suspicion centered on
the Greenwade, and they were watched
by officers and citizens and at last caught
"dead to rights." Mail pouches, cut
open and rifled, were found in the
cellar, and other stolen property on
their premises. Conviction was
easy, and they were landed in the Peni-
tentiary. At the time stated the mother.
hearing her sons were in trouble, posted
in haste to Bates County, only to learn
that they had all been eonvioted of
crimes and taken to the State-priso-n.

With her daughter-in-la- w and the lat-
ter 's two children she reached Jefferson
City to-da- y and at once proceeded to the
Penitentiary. The meeting with ' her
sons was terribly affecting, and it is as
serted Deputy warden Brad bury tor
once in his life gave way to the melting
mood.

" Mv God." she exclaimed, that a
mother should live to see four of her be
loved bova in such a Dlaee!"

The officials were kind and tender to
the afflicted ones, but they had , at last
to use force in separating the mother
from her sons, and induced ber to leave
them after a visit of three or four hours.
: Mrs. Greenwade, Sr., is a woman rt
not over fifty years in appearance, well
mannerea, sirong-miaae- u anu uueui
srent: but the fearful realization was
more than her mother's heart could bear
unmoved, and Ae gave vent ' to her
shame and sorrow in a manner more af
fecting than was ever before witnessed
within the prison walls. She left for her
Kentucky home this evening, taking hor
daughter-in-la- w and the children with
her. v - v

There is one more son, who. will
doubtless never disgrace his name, for
he is a minister of the gospol In good
standing. One of the convict U in the
Prison Hospital. Cor. St. touts QUA

Democrat.

eat tame, mv dear bovr
i V Come!; leave' a little" piece df him

for me, mother,' cried the girl, kissing
me anecuonateiy. .. . . ., v,

And then, a3 though in that kiss she
had found me out, she started, and
looked at me keenly, but said nothing.
As for me. I felt like a traitor and a vil
lain. Here was I not willingly, to be
sure, but none the less certainly in this
nouse, sauing under false colors, receiv
ing welcomes and greetings which were
decidedly never intended for me. I was
too utterly bewildered to1 guess even at
what it could mean. No doubt it was
some curious and most unfortunate mis-
take. IdsTs lips were the sweetest I had
ever touched, and I was sorely tempted
to give her kis3 for kiss.1 Perhaps my
omitting , to do so caused her to look at
me so strangely. They Were all crowd-
ing, round me with questions and kindly
words, and I felt could bear it no
onger. , . .

:" My dear sir," I exclaimed impa
tiently, ' "you are placing me in a very
painful position. What can I do to con
vince you that I am a st anger to you?"

Ida changed color, from white to red
and from red to white. The elder lady
looked from one of us to the other for
an explanation of my words. , .

" Is it not absurd?" said the old gen
tleman. "I have brouzht him home
almost by force, protesting to the la9t
that he has never seen me before ; but
now he is carrying the joke too far." ,

Ida (how' pretty and graceful she
was!) walked quietly up to a reading-lam- p,

which stood on a table at some
distance off, and raised it to my face.

"Opapal"8he exclaimed, this is
not Teddy. What is to be done ? Don't
you remember he has a scar across his
right eyebrow, which this gentleman has
not?" It was difficult to convince him
even then; but the mamma disowned
me at once.

Only to think that J should for a
moment have been deceived!" she
said, apologetically. "But, indeed, the
likeness is marvelous!"

Ida said but little ; and whenever our
eyes met she . blushed, remembering,
douotieas, how warmly she had em
braced me.

I soon found out that my host was a
Mr. Bayley, who almost overpowered
me with apologies for his mistake.

They insisted upon my sleeping there,
and I accepted on condition that they
would let me depart before they were
down in the morning, that I mirht es
cape the observation my dress-cloth-es

would call upon me from the very ga
mins in the London streets; and also I
was really anxious to sea my friend Tom
Bruce, and explain to him the curious
events of the evening.

To this they agreed, exacting from
me a promise that I would come down
again before they left Richmond for the
sea. 'An acquaintance so strangely be
gun," they said, " must not be allowed
to fall through."

And Air. Bayley even now found it
hard to believe his mistake, and could
scarcely take his eyes off my face, which
so curiously resembled bis own son s

The next morning an early breakfast
was brought to me in my room, and I
was en route to Lo.idon before my new
friends . were awake. . I escaped the
jeers of the street arabs by jumping into
a hansom and whirling home as fast as
theAorse could carry me.

Tom was still asleep, but roused up
when I opened his bedroom door, and
called loudly for me to come in.

Holloa! who is that? O, George, my
boy, it 13 you, is it? Come and tell me all
about it. llave you found the suver
spoon, ehf"

l have found tne prettiest girl I ever
saw in au my me," i replied with a
smile.

"O, it's thit sort of spoon, is it?"
cried he, with a loud gnffaw. Well,
George, I didn't expect that of you, and
you so many years my junior; but i
forgive you, my boy, and will be best
man. When is it to ber"

"My dear Bruce, what are you driv
ing at? I tell you I have met a pretty
girl, and you ask when it's to be? You
and my new friend, Mr. cay ley, mignt
run-i- n a curricle for two lunatics, I
reallv think," I answered, impatiently.

"Whew!" cried Tom; "bad as all
that, are youP Well, well, it's what we
all come to sooner or later; it's a com-
plaint it is better to have young. Now,
George, what's she like?"

Who?" I replied, resentfully. Do
yon mean Miss Ida Bayley P"

Yes, to be sure, if that is her name."
Well, then, Miss Bayley is the pret-

tiest girl I ever saw," 1 answered, en-
thusiastically.

"Yes, I know," replied he, calmly;
"you mentioned that before.''

Why, Broce, old man, you don't
expect me to describe every feature, do
you, like a cheap Jack at a fair? and if
I would, I couldn't. How do I know
the color of her eyes? but I know how
they look. What does it matter to me
whether her mouth is the shape of
Cupid's bow or not? I know how it
smiles. Ida Bayley is not the girl you
could criticise as you talk to her ; you
feel she is there that if she is not beau
tiful, beauty can not be worth having.

I looked up at my friend, who was
regarding me fairly open-mouthe- d.

"Do you understand?" I asked.
"Quite,"- - he replied, with an honest

smile, "and I congratulate you; and
now, George, tell me has Miss Ida a
si-te- r? If so, I think I will accompany
you to Richmond."

Well, of course, I went down into
Surrey again ; and, odd as it may seem,
I became quite a . favorite with all the
Bayley family. It . was . my strange re-
semblance to the absent Edward, no
doubt, which endeared me to them; but,
whatever the reason may have been, the
loop-lin- e Waterloo Station ticket-cler-k

soon grew familiar with my destination,
and gave me my ticket for Richmond as a
matter of course when my face ap-
peared looking through the pigeon-hol- e

at him. . i. "." ',

The Bayleys were going to the Isle of
Wight, and. strange to say, I found
was going there, too; though I fully be-
lieved myself to have made up my mind
to have a good month's sport among the
birds with Tom Brace over his father's
well-preserv- acres. But I ' discovered
now, for the first time, that I didn't care
much for shooting; and the prospect of
some trips with the 'Bayleys in their
vacht was a delightful anticipation to
me. outweighing all other counterbal
ancing influences. .

We all went down Together, and a
happy time, indeed, we, had of it. Too

moment to insult one trade or the other.
Both are very,god in their way, and we
couldn't do witnbot them bat you see.
their way fsYtotvtfr.way, and I intended
hot to look like a respectable member of
our society. But why a coat like a miUer
should be less respectable than a coat
like WMtj;,iS onaof those things, which
I imagine ho man can fully understand
oij explain. A black swallow-tai- l is cor
rect h usual it is the custom. ie3, i
know;1 but why f ;--1 v "
i ?Aeirf George, . old.; boy, how are
you?" cried a hearty voice, aau my foot-
steps a3cende5 the fctaira. '4 "iZSO

,
44 Why, old man, who ever thought of

seeing you on,, such a day too?, It
is like living in an oven.- - What has
brought you up to town, away from your
shooting and cduntry breezes? You
don't find it a very good exchange, I
should think, RraceJLL, ,

-- . Business, ' George ! Business, you
know, must be attended to," he replied,
laughing, at the same time almost shak-
ing my hand off, and using an energy
which would have been impossible with
me on such a day, and which even
second-han- d, I found quite exhausting.

" Business ! " I echoed. " Why, what
business have you, except enjoying all
the -- goods the gods provide you with?
Ah, Bruce ! you are one of the few lucky
fellows born with a silver spoon ready
to feed yon " (for my old schoolfellow
and friend had well-line- d pockets and a
comfortable estate in prospective, as the
only son of a wealthy man of good
family). ; . .

Never fear, my boy," he answered
cheerily; "the spoon will come to you
some day, and sooner than you think,
perhaps. And now I am going to carry
you off to the theater to night. Where
shall we go?"

" The theater I --. Why, we should be
suffocated!" I gasped.
; "Not a bit of t it," he answered.

You shall have as many ice3 as you
please to cool .you. I've- - only thi3 one
night in town, and I'm not to be baulked
of going to the - play. -You Londoners
don't knpw.what it is to enjoy things as
we countrymen do." 0. f

; "Bat why;, come up for bo short a
time? I can put you up as long as you
like, and " ? '

" O, you'll feel more fit ' when you
have had your dinner, George. By the
bye, when thall we have it? I am
deucedlv hungry. I can tell you."

"Hungry!" I murmured, looking at
my friend in astonishment. " Well, old
man, vou are a wonder. Fancy anyone
beinsr hunsrrv to-d- av ! " ,

And sure enough he was. I acknowl-
edged the fact as I saw the breast of a
chicken, followed by the wing, merry
thought, and two legs, vanish before him
like summer lightning, assisted by sev-

eral slices of ham, and an alarming
quantity of vegetables and bread
watched and envied him his appetite.
Of course he had his way, the great big
overpowering fellow i ie was some
years older than myself, and I had been
his " fag" at .fcton. iNot mat ne naa
ever bullied me ; still, I was accustomed
to follow out his wishes ; and to the the-
ater we went. " Our Boys" was being
acted, and upon that he decided. We
took our places in the stalls ; the curtain
rose,-an- d the piece began.---- --

My friend Tom Bruce was instantly
absorbed $n the plot ready to laugh at
all the1 jokes, :ahd pretty nearly to cry at
the pathetic parts. Soft-hearte- d old
fellow ! I "had seen " Our Boys'' till 1
knew just - when to expect the tid-bit- s;

s& I was not giving much attention to
the stage. And then I saw coming
toward the stalls the very same old gen-
tleman whom I had seen in the hansom
cab some hours before ; and I fell to
wondering it he had managed to rouse
the driver and stop his friend.' I smiled '

as I remembered his excitement, and
looked up at him. To my astonishment,
I found him regarding me with a most
annoyed, not to say stern, expression of
face. I supposed he had seen me in
the afternoon, and had noted that I was
amused at him, and now was deter-
mined to resent it a fact not likely to
be particularly pleasant, as he walked
up and took possession of the very next
seat to the one which I occupied. I had no
wish to annoy, my neighbor; so I fixed
my eyes upon the stage, and tried to be
interested in the actors ; but all the time
I was aware that the gentleman in the
next seat was doing v me the honor of
staring intently at me, and that he was
becomings very angry. And then he
said "Edward!"
' A man had taken the place on the
other side of him that I saw without
looking. Could he be Edward? Yet I
felt that my neighbor's face was turned
toward me. First he had spoken in a
low tone ; but now he raised his voice,
and said againjEdwardl" so suddenly
that it made ine jump. 1 Still I did not
torn round, as it .was: no business of
mine,' and I did" not wisV to give my
irascible neighbor any cause of offense.

" Do you hear me, sir?" he continued
hotly. "What is the use of your pre-
tending not to see me P" !

Bytis time Tom Brace's attention
had been attracted, and I was feeling
very uncomfortable, for a violent jerking
was going on at my left coat-slee- ve ; and
the idea had returned to me that this
excitable gentleman was out of sound
mind, and having the distaste for being
made a . l!4laugning-stock- " which is
strong in most people I feared lest he
had singled fie ont to render me absurd
in the eyes of all assembled there. A
more violent tug, 'however, 'made me
torn with an indignant remonstrance.

4 To What am indebted, sir, for this
unusual conduct?" I asked.

" What the deuce are you doing here
at all ?" he replied in an angry tone.

("Mad," I said inwardly. Mad as a
hauerV'K ;

n A I
, ,Sii,VlI answered, soleuinly "you

must" be laboring tinder some delusion.
As I have not the honor of your
acquaintance, you cau f have . no
possible is right ..to,, questio n where I
8houldor should not be. f At the
same time, I feeiound to remark that
thi3 is not a proper moment for conver
sation, and I must beg you not to
address me again; at J any rate while
the acting 13 going on. lf ypu have
anything tp eajSr taj me aiterw&rd I shall
be happy to tear you. V i g
f Surely tbii is right, orI"felI had
spoken well, and doubtless he thought
so, tooj for though 'he looked at me
from' time Ttrl time he did not speak to
me arain till the curtain fell at the end
of" the X firstt act. But no sooner had it
touched the floor than he turned on me

rat one. ;

yourself?" 0-
- f.v'.? 3otfl:ngr l replied ; "ana u s is not

disrespectful to gray , hairs, auylLbeg to
return the compliment."

- uontound you,1 cried the old man,
springing up ; "this is too mucn ! A joxe
is a jofee, b8 it ' Wont do ito carrylt too
far. I have found you but, and yon
should try to conciliate and not to aggra-
vate ' ' ""me."

"Sir,", I replied, "all you ay is
doubtless perfectly true;. but it is quite
bevond my powers of comprehension."

Ila put his 'double gold eyeglass tight
ly on his nose, and looked at. me; long
and keenly. 1 had risen, too, and stood
facing him. , At last he said, with a sad
resentment:' '

" Edward, is this the right way for a
son to treat a father?"

"You are laboring, under some, . mist ,

take," I answered, gently, for there was
a moist look about the old man s eyes
suggestive of tears. "I have no father ;

I only wish I had." v"
There was silence between ns, and

Tom stood regarding us both curiously.
At length my strange acquaintance

broke out again.
Nonsense, boy! Do you think I

don't know my own son?" ; . i- - 1

But surely, sir," I replied, you do
not suppose me to be he!"

It would be strange, indeed,? if I
could mistake my own child," he an-
swered, with a plaintive smile. ' Ed-
ward, you have carried this folly 'far
enough, indeed too far."

What was I to do? what to say? How
was I to convince this gentleman, whom
I supposed to be wandering in his mind,
that he had made a ludicrous blunder
in mistaking me for his son? Here my
honest friend Tom came to my rescue.

" If you are really serious, sir, in what
you say, I can relieve any anxiety you
may feel on the subject. That gentle-
man and I have been friends since we
were boys together at Eton ; , and even
in those days he had no father." '

The people were now again-takin- g

their places, and the opening of. the sec-
ond act put a stop to further conversa-
tion ; : but I felt that my would-b- e rela-
tion scarcely removed his eyes from my
face; still, he never spoke again until
the play was entirely finished, and I was
showing signs of leaving the theater.
He then placed his hand kindly on my
arm.

"My boy," he said, "I will forgive
you if only you will acknowledge that
you have been wrong to play such a trick
on your father. You should not have
left your work when you knew how
much I wished you to pass your exam
ination well ; but now that vou are so
near home, you must not return to Cam
bridge without a look at your mother
I am going down by the la3t train, and
you will go with me."

My dear sir," I exclaimed, " I will
do anything ' you wish. I see you be-
lieve .what you. say; but, indeed, not
only am I not your son, but I have
never had the pleasure of seeing you
before."

A smile was lurking round the old
man's mouth.

" Well, well, you will come home with
ma oh Q n tt, rafa '1UVI lW 4u AflVW.

" Certainlv. if it will ease vour mind :"
then suddenly remembering Tom Bruce,
" that is, if my friend will excuse ma for
a few hours ; I mut be back very early
in the' morning. Where is it we are
goingP" - t 51.

" wnere, duc to .Kienmondr he an
swered, impatiently; "you know we do
not leave there lor some weeks yet."

" Never mind me, exclaimed Tom,
good-naturedl- y; " give me the latch-ke- y,

that is all;" this aloud, and then in a
whisper : Who knows, George, but
you may hnd the silver spoon at the
bottom of . this? You had better go and
see it out."

I meekly handed hhn the key, and we
went out ot the theater together.
made one more protest, but it was use
less ; my old new father placed his hand
within my arm and drew-m- e into a
" four-wheele- r," . as though fearing I
should escape from a hansom. . w e
drove to Waterloo, and were soon in the
tram. A handsome carriage and pair
met us at Richmond Station, and I had
to follow my new-mad- e acquaintance
into it. I began to feel most uncomfort
able. Here was I, a perfect stran
ger, driving up to the house of I
did not know whom, and supposed to
be a member of the : family. What was
to become of me? I had come, out of
sheer good-natur- e, entirely because of
the dewy look in the old man's eyes i

and now I saw what a fool I was likely
to make of myself. I had no means of
getting back to London that night, and
I had not even a razor or a night-shi- rt

not even a clean collar for thv morrow;
and, what was worse still, I should have
to go up in my dress --clothes-'-.-.These

reflections were not very comforting;
but it was of now use to show my vexa
tion to my peculiar friend.'

At length the silence was broken by
the carriage stopping suddenly. ?

"Here we are!" he cried," eagerly
preparing to get out. k

" I beg your pardon,' I said, detain
ing him : " but I should be obliged if
you would tell me your name ; it is awk
ward, not knowing.' . --

He burst out laughing.
"Come, drop that nonsense, Teddy;

it's too absurd!"
The carriage-doo-r flew 'open, and

followed my companion out.
Good-nigh- t, Mr, Edwards" saJd the

footman. 4 i f
" Glad to see you, sir!" exclaimed

the butler. This is an onexpected
pleasure ; thought as how you were at
Cambridge tstill. Mr, Edward."

M?''' strange acquaintance looked at
me triumphantly, f'. rj t in --4
' " Where is your ; mistress, Johnson?

13 she up still?" '
" O yes. sir. and Miss Ida, too; they

both said as ' how they would wait for
you, sir." :' f J "r

. It did not take ns long to relieve our
selves of our hats, etc.", and then I found
myself following my host and the butler
up some broad, softly --carpeted stairs.
The man threw open a door, and I could
see before me a drawiig-roo- m oflafge
proportions,- - beautifully rfuraidiea. and
two ladies adrancingl to meet u with
outstretched arms.

Here id an unexpected pleasure for
you,' mammal'? said , mycompatuon,
blithely. - V ' - U i .

O Edward, my darling!" exclaimed
the elder lady, throwing her arras about
my neck and hanging ma heartily.

IROCSTOy, . . MISSOURI.5

MEN AND SPIDERS.

I FT.cx&a stone into a field:Uowniany tiny creatine there may yield
U fhonviit) their, petty Uvea through that

shock r " ' ; -- ;

To irvd A pebble, 'tin o them twki v ;t
Uiwmtkv crnel, and fraught with sadden

. . d:ith.. i, - -- i .,..,
Perhaps it crushed an ant, perhaps its Tjreath
Alone tore down a white and guttering- - pal'-

s I af-e,- '-. j ' . .

Andthe small spider damns the giant's mal- -
ice , .)--

Wno wrought the wreck Malted Ms'pretty
Who knows what day a sannterer, light of

hear,, . , . . . ,

An idle wanderer through the fields of space,
Lare-limbe- d, towhomourpany" .'race, - ."
Seems small as insects; one whose footstep
On some vast oontinent Islanded ly stars, '

Who knows when lie, Just leaning oe'r the
bass, ...,

ilaV flirty a stone and crash our earth to bits,
And alb that men have budded with theirwas?

Ah, what a loss t yon say ; oar bodies j?o, '

Bnt not onr temples, statues, and the glow '

Of )orion canvases ; and not the pases
Our poets have illunvtl through myriad ages.
Wliht boots the insects loss? Another day
Win see the sail-sam- e ant-hil- l, and the play
Ol right on dainty web the same.

' ' You say
The spider's work is not original,
Hut what of ours? Ah ! friend. 1 thinTc that all
We do is Just the same thins; over and over.
Take Life: you have the woman and her lov- -

. ,I Or I

Tis old as Eden, nothing new in that !

Take Rnilclinjr, and you reach ere long the
U 'flat-- - --

Kile desert sands, by way of France, Rome,
Greece. .

And there is Poetrv onrnards increase
In numbers, bnt, before John Keats, the robeji nonij was worn Dy nakspeare, Dante, Jot.No,. no! The forms may change, but even

they
Come round ajrain. Could we but scan itwedflnd in the heavens some little, bnsy

pi net ..;!-- ' 't:
Whence all we are was borrowed ; and if

to-da- y

The imagined giant flung , his ponderous
And we and all our mighty schemes were

done. .
Ilia were a scant remorse , and Bhort-live- d

trouble' - ' ' --

As mine for those small creatures in the stub
,ble. ut

It. Jf. Gilder, in Scribner't Monthly. ,

A STRANGE INTRODUCTION.

I mtjst,--
' suppose, introduce myself.

as i have undertaken to bring a portion
of my "history before the public, and
shall begin by telling my name and
state. .... ,

I, George Falconer, then, am one of
the members of the Civil Service whom
Punch so unfairly likened, some time
since, ; to ,the fountains in Trafalgar
Square, accusing us, like them, of play-
ing from eleven till four daily." But
Mr. Punch was for once mistaken, and
should be informed that we who thus
civilly serve our country have not the
eay time3 we are supposed to have.
Having relieved my mind by which pro-
test, I will proceed with the narration
of my story.

" Well, then, being tired with a heavy
day's work, I walked, perhaps some-
what languidly, up Regent Street, mak-
ing for my rooms in Margaret Street,
where I knew I should find my dinner
awaiting me. It had been a sultry
August day, and London, with its slack
trade time and many shuttered windows,'
looked like a city of the dead.

Nobody was in town, which means
nobody worth knowing ; and I was my-
self longing to get .away among the
grouse, or by the salt sea waves, to in-

hale the briny, and blow off the London
smuts and cobwebs, which gather alike
on' mind and body; and indeed men
need this bracing-u- p of ' nerves and
sinews, to : enable them to resist
the suicidal , feeling engendered by
the ' London '' fogs which are to
follqwthick enough, to , frighten
the . Zulus, if they . could ' only ,

be
enveloped in them for a few hours. As
I said before, I was tired, and longing
to get away for a holiday. - Hut my sen-
iors had to be satisfied first, and I had
to await my turn ; and that is why I was
in the' great metropolis when every one
else was gone, with the exception of a
few unfortunates like myself.

It was ' one of those days of leaden
heat, when the sun does not seem to
shine so brightly after all, nor to send
down scorching rays ; yet when the very
fish in the Serpentine come to the sur-
face and gasp ; when the pavements sear
your feet, and your boots feel several
sizes too small ; when to hold tip an um-
brella would be useless exertion and ab-
surd, and it is impossible to find out
which direction the wind is in, for there
is not the faintest breath of air to indi-
cate it; when the weary cab-hors- es loll
out their parched and thirsty tongues,
with scarcely the energy to -- whisk the
tormenting flies from their harness galls ;
when one could drink the sea dry, if only
it were not salt! I had taken a long
time walking home ; but I was nearly
there at last ; I had only to turn the cor-
ner of the street, and within a few doors
I should find one which fitted my latch-
key that I knew when a slight diver-
sion occurred.

An elderly gentleman passing in a
hansom cab was frantically gesticulat-
ing to som$pne near me, but to whom I
could not imagine, as. on looking round.
I saw no one at all likely to be the fa-

miliar acquaintance' of the person in the
cab, who was an aristocratic-lookin- g old
man. ' - '

One ; thing I felt sure about it
could not be me he was signaling to, as
I had never set eyes on his face before ;

and it was a face which, if seen once,
would not readily be forgotten- - The
cabman was drowsy, and. having re
ceived his orders where to drive, he was
eniovinir a sort of dog's sleep, with only
half an eye open, the faithful : horse
chiefly guiding himself amid the not
verv crowded traffic of the dull streets.
and not troubling himself to pass any

inor '

f couldn't resist a half smile at the
futile efforts of the gentleman to get the
driver to stop, and thought tor , a mo
ment of going to his rescue ; but this
would have entailed exertion, and that
was out of the question on such a day.
And, after all, what business was it. of

iinine? VJhe man might be a maniac for
all I knew, grimacing at his own re flee --

- tioa in the plate-gla- ss pf the shop-vri- n-

- "y I turned my corner with , the full inr
tentkm of putting on my slippers and a

i White-flann- el boating-jacke- t, and sitting
down to dinner looking ranre like a mil-

ler or a baker than a respectable mem- -

vl


